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Tornado 


Author's Notes: 

This is a short sequel to Pandora Box: Bruce\'s side of the story. 

Thanks to Mztwilson for beta reading it, and for introducing me to my new OTP <3 
And thanks to everyone who reads this, | hope you enjoy :) 


In the movies it's never a good idea for the wife to go through her husband's desk drawer, randomly looking 
for the missing - and much needed -- document. It usually ends with an unpleasant discovery, like a second 
phone with a mistress's texts, forgotten lipstick, and forgotten underwear. Or worse. Paddy knew that, of 
course -- she enjoyed a romantic drama as much as the next person, but she never thought her life could be 


even more movie-like than it already was. 


So, she was fumbling through the drawer looking for the god-knew-where-it-was house purchasing contract, 
stumbling through everything that you could possibly store in a drawer: old checkbooks, postcards, pens, an old 
box of chewing gums, kids' drawings - there was one by Kia that featured Bruce flying on a pterodactyl. It's 
odd how all kids go through the “dinosaurs phase". 


Trying to reach for the end of the drawer, her hand walked over a paper envelope. Thinking it was what she 
was looking for, she pulled it out. It wasn't a document envelope -- it was a photo one. Old photos taken on the 
road, and she knew she didn't take them -- they were from before she met Bruce. She could also see that 
they were private ones, shot buy the guys, not by a professional. They were spontaneous and funny, and she 
kept browsing through them until she froze - eyes widening. 


‘This can't be true. You have to be Kidding me.’ 
"Paul Bruce Dickinson! Come here. This minute!" 


Bruce had just returned from a run with Austin, the two of them considerably soaked, but the sweat tuned to 


ice on Bruce's skin when he heard his wife calling from upstairs. 

Austin raised an eyebrow and gave him a curious look. "What have you done, Dad?" 

Bruce looked at his son rather perplexed. "I really don't know, but | better go see what this is about" 
"Yeah, you should. She called you Paul” Austin added with a meaningful glance. 


Bruce nodded and headed for the stairs, wondering what sort of storm he was walking into. Judging by the use 
of his full name, it was a bad one. 


Paddy was in the study, also known as the chaos room, sitting in the desk chair with a paper envelop in her 


hands. 
"Hey honey, what's wrong?" he asked trying to sound casual. 


Paddy had this frightening way of being mad: she never yelled, she just went deadly cold. It was scary. She 
beckoned toward the other chair and Bruce sat down, carefully shutting the door behind him -- whatever it 
was, there was no need for the kids to know about it. Sitting close to her, he saw what the envelope was, and 


as he recognized its content the blood drained from his face, and he felt close to fainting. 
Fuck. Holy fucking fuck of a motherfucker! 
‘Its not what you th-" 


"So," Paddy stopped him. "Explain these. And please, try to be convincing because the ‘oh, it's just boys being 
boys’ shit is not going to work" She handed him the infamous pictures as she spoke -- The World Slavery 
Tour, he and Steve. Half naked. Both clad in spandex. Making out like teenagers in heat. And, thank God, the rest 
of it wasn't on film. He didn't need to look at them, he knew them all too well. Damn, he could still feel them; if 


he closed his eyes, he could still feel Steve's skin under his hands. 
He drew in a sharp breath and swallowed. Hard. This wasn't a storm, this was a fucking tornado. 


"What do you want me to say?" he blurted out at last. Not the best line to start such a conversation, nor to 
soothe someone so clearly mad. Still he really didn't know what to say: the pictures were very much self- 


explanatory. And the rest was..confusing, to say the least. 


Paddy's eyes narrowed and she frowned. "Are you gay?" 
‘lam not gay! What are you talking about?!" He sounded a bit too desperate and defensive for his own good. 
This was going bad, really bad. 


"What am | talking about?" His wife retorted "Oh, | don't know, Bruce..maybe the fact that | just found pictures 
of you sticking your tongue in the mouth of your bassist, who happens to be a man I've known for years? 


That you never told me anything about it? What can | possibly be talking about, the weather?" 
As usual, she wasn't yelling. But the ice in her voice made it clear that she was ready to rip his head off. 


"Pad, please! Calm down! Do you seriously think I'm going to run off with the first man that knocks on the door 
all of a sudden?" he tried to smile, but it didn't seem to work. 


"Oh after this, nothing about you surprises me anymore, Bruce. One day you may decide you want to spend a 
weekend on the moon and just do it, while the rest of us is left here to wait. So what are you? One of those 
respectable family men that keep young boyfriends in the closet? Discreetly paying them to keep out of their 
respectable lives? Let me guess, gigolos in sordid airport motels?" She knew it was too much even as she spat 
the words, but she couldn't stop them; she was hurt, and the thing that hurt the most wasn't the actual 
pictures, it was that in all those years, Bruce hadn't trust her enough to tell her. And, deep somewhere below 
the hurt, was the underlying fear that this was not just an ‘on the road! moment of folly, but something 


more. Deep down, she had always knew Steve was Bruce's sensitive spot. 


The look on Bruce's face when she finished was halfway between hurt and outrage. But he knew he owed her 
an explanation, or at least a tale of what happened. So he took a deep breath, and started talking. 


First of all, | never cheated on you Paddy. Never, not once in the 23 years we've been married, not with 
women nor with men. l'm not gay, you know l'm not, and do you really think that if | were, | would have 
pretended this whole time?" He eyed her, and saw that she was listening now, so he went on. "And I'm probably 
not bisexual, either. I've never been attracted to another man. | think, if anything, lm.. ‘Arrysexual.” He stopped, 


realizing how absurd this must have sounded. But really, he couldn't define it any other way 
“Arrysexual? What the hell is that?" Paddy asked with a skeptical look 


"Well, ok, that came out wrong. What | mean is that I've never been attracted to a man..except for Steve. And, 


well." he gestured toward the pictures, "as it turned out, the thing was mutual. So..." 


‘So you two started shagging like two horny teenagers on the tour bus." She finished the sentence for him. 
Bruce was not one to be easily embarrassed, but his wife laying it out there like that made him blush. 


He cleared his throat, and continued. "Uh, yes, basically. It was a bit more..complicated than that. But the thing 
is, the important thing is, when | met you, | stopped fooling around with Steve. You were too important to me, 
our relationship was too important to me. And | honestly didn't need anything else." He gave her a small smile 

trying to be reassuring, there was no need to explain that in fact, he still needed it - him - and it didn't mean 
he loved her any less, but he couldn't simply stop those feelings. But how can you explain something like that? 
After 20 years of what was, under every other aspect, a happy marriage? 


"Still, | wasn't important enough to tell me." Paddy stated in a dry voice. She knew he wasn't being completely 
honest - that was the advantage of knowing someone for so long. And she wasn't going to let this one go, no 


matter how many reassuring declarations her husband made, she was determined to get to the bottom of all 


this. Even if it hurt. Even if the end revealed the truth she feared the most. 


Bruce sighed "It's not that, Pad. Its that.." He took a moment to collect his thoughts. "After we married, after 
|.broke up’, if you want, with Steve, everything started to fall apart with him, and the guys. You know where | 
was at the time, you were there. And then | left, and part of the reason was because of what had happened 
between Harry and me. So.." He swallowed, hurtful memories popping in his mind -- the wounded look in Steve's 
eyes as he told him they were done, in every way. The loneliness he felt leaving Iron Maiden. The sheer panic 
at the thought of having lost Steve forever. He forced himself to go on. "You see, there was really no point in 
telling you afterwards. | thought | was never going back to Maiden, then years passed and | had you and three 
wonderful children, and eventually it all became a memory without importance." 


Bruce looked in her eyes, and she knew, without a doubt, that what she feared was true: there was so much 
pain in his eyes, even if he tried so hard to hide it. All her anger melted away. He could keep telling himself it 
was all just a memory, but she knew it was not. She leaned closer, and took his hands in her own. It was time 


to face the truth. 
"Bruce," she started softly, to let him know she was no longer mad. "You were in love with him, weren't you?" 


He didn't answer immediately, then he just nodded, and lowered his gaze, staring at the floor. 
Time to go further, time to be brave. "Do you..do you still love him?" 


He raised his head, his hazel eyes glimmering with unshed tears. "Yeah, | still do. I'm sorry, Pad," he promptly 
added, "It doesn't mean | love you any less.” 

So, there it was. The truth was finally there, bare naked. And now that it was in front of her, it wasn't that 
frightening anymore. She smiled at her husband -- they had been through a lot together, and no matter how 
terrifying sharing her life with him could sometimes be, it was also utterly exhilarating; it was like 
rollercoaster, and she loved him for what and who he was. And he was this, too. 


"I know, love." she said at last, leaning even closer and holding his hands tighter. "And | love you, and | get why 


you never told me, even if it hurts. But, Bruce.." A small sting piercing her heart while she said it, “after all 
these years, have you told Harry?" 

Bruce's brows furrowed in confusion "Told him what?" 

"That you still have feelings for him." 

Bruce gave a small snort. "How? We didn't even sort out things with the others. Just a pat on the back and 
everything was alright. And it's been fourteen years since | came back..you know we Brits don't share feelings 
- just beer." 


Paddy didn't let herself be fooled by his attempt at a joke -- they all needed to get to the bottom of the 
matter. "Then don't you think it's time you do?" 


Bruce fell silent, and she waited for him to process all the emotions that she knew roared through him like a 
maelstrom. 


"Yes" he said at length, "I think you're right" 


